DECEMBER. 



386 


That only night in all the year 
Saw the stoled priest the chalice near } 
The damsel donned her kirtle sheen ; 
The hall was dress’d with holly green j 
Forth to the woods did merry men go 
To gather in the mistletoe ; 

Then opened wide the Baron’s hall, 

To vassal, tenant, serf, and all.” 


The custom of kissing under the mistletoe at 
Christmas has been handed down to us by our 
Saxon ancestors, who, on the restoration of Bal- 
der, dedicated the plant to his mother, Friga, 
(their Venus), to place it entirely under her con- 
troul, and to prevent it from being again used 
against her as an instrument of mischief. 


THE IVY. 

(Hedera helix.) 

Class, Pentandria. Order, Monogynia. N. O., Ara- 
liaceae. 

This climbing shrub blooms during the month 
of October, and is now covered with large black 
green berries ; we prefer noticing it in this month, 
because it is at this season of the year that our at- 
tention is usually drawn to the plant, in conse- 
quence of its bright evergreen leaves being so gene- 
rally used«at the festive season, for decorating our 
banquets, and at public rejoicings. 
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THE IVY. 
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The ivy has very long creeping stems, which 
throw out numerous roots or claspers, by which 
they firmly adhere to old ruins, rocks, and trunks 
of trees. The leaves are very shining dark green, 
with three or five lobes, and often veined with 
whitish lines. The flowers are small, and of a 
pale green colour, with reflexed petals. — This 
plant is always to be found clinging to the ruins 
of old castles, which recals to our mind the tradi- 
tions and history of by-gone times Mrs. Hemans 
in her poem on “ the ruin and its flowers,” writes 

“ Proud castle ! tho’ thy days are flown. 

When once thy towers in glory shone ; 

When music thro’ thy turrets rung, 

When banners o’er thy ramparts hung, 

Tho’ midst thine arches frowning lone. 

Stern desolation rears his throne : 

And silence deep and awful reign, 

Where echoed once the choral strain ; 

Yet oft, dark ruin, lingering here 
The muse will hail thee with a tear ; 

Here where the moonlight quiv’ring beams, 

And through the fringing ivy streams. 

And softens every shade sublime, 

And mellows every tint of time ; 

Oh ! here shall contemplation love 
Unseen and undisturbed to rove ; 

And bending o’er some mossy tomb 
Where valour sleeps, or beauties bloom, 

Shall weep for glory’s transient day 
And grandeur’s evanescent ray ; 

And listening to the swelling blast 
Shall wake the spirit of the past, 
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